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"On the contrary," observed our intelligent friend
"there are manifest traces, not very far off, of a dense
and wealthy population. At all events, the inhabitants
appear to have understood some of the arts of life, for
they formed a huge tank or pond for the purpose of
irrigation; so large, indeed, that there still exists, in
one corner of it, a sheet of water extensive enough to
deserve the name of a lake."

"Let us go and see it," exclaimed the Admiral. "Can
we ride? Order the horses; who minds the heat of the
sun?" for, like almost all newcomers, Sir Samuel cared
nothing for exposure, and laughed at the precautions of
more experienced residents. It was this habitual
indifference which, I believe, two years after the period
I am now speaking of, cost him his life. When
travelling in the interior of India, near Seringapatam,
he reached a station at which a fresh set of palankeen-
bearers were to have met him, but where, owing to some
accident, they had not been posted. "It matters not,"
cried the energetic chief, "let us walk." And sure
enough he set off, to perform on foot a stage which even
on horseback it might have been dangerous to under-
take; for the sun had risen nearly to the meridian, and
there was hardly a breath or wind. Possibly no
mischief might have ensued from this fatal march, had
not the Admiral been previously residing for some
days in Tippoo Sultan's palace on the island of Seringa-
patam, the most unhealthy spot in Mysore; and it
appears to be a curious circumstance connected with
the malaria of that noxious district, that its effects
frequently lie dormant till some time after the traveller
has quitted the region in which he breathed it. Sir
Samuel Hood did not escape; but he felt no incon-
venience till after he descended the Ghauts and entered
the Carnatic. At Madras, the jungle fever, of which
the fatal seeds had been sown at Seringapatam, and
quickened into growth by subsequent exposure,,
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